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truthful account of the magnificence attending my
visit. However, it was very hot and the Arabs chose
to believe the more marvellous versions, so I ceased
arguing, and let Almas, the slave, put up a thick sandal-
wood screen over which he poured water incessantly,
producing a most refreshing fragrance throughout my
room. Owing to the weather the Shereefah, I heard,
was preparing to leave for Taif in the near future,
and the Wakeel asked whether I wished to come
along.

"Certainly," I answered, "anything to get away
from this climate."

That evening I saw a very strange man in the Haram.
While I was executing my rakahts, this fellow, a thin
figure with tousled hair and tangled beard and nothing
but a loin-cloth around him, started jumping about the
Kaaba Temple calling: Allah! Allah! Allah! Thin
and knotted were the arms he waved about, and when
he came near me I felt rather scared.

My fellow-worshippers, both men and women, went
on with their chanting, but after the stranger stood
directly below a yellow lamp and showed me his staring
eyes surrounded by hair, I could not restrain myself
from asking Abdul Mallik: "Who is that?"

"Do not be afraid," replied the Malay, "He is a
Holy Man, but mad."

It was no use arguing with the Arabs. The more
anybody raves, the more sacred they think him. Later,
I often saw this unfortunate and several other lunatics
roaming through the Bazaars, shrieking and sometimes